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The archbishop his good uncle with this youth

Hath in Dumbarton fortified himself.

And while they there sit strong and high in hope

Our prisoner and our penitent late, we hear,

Grows blithe of mood and wanton ; from her sight

Have I dismissed my mother's youngest born,

Lest in her flatteries his weak faith be snared

And strangled with a smile; and for her hand

I have found a fitter suitor than Arbroath

When she shall wed again, within whose veins

Some drops of blood run royal as her own ;

Methuen, whose grandsire was the third that set

His ring on that Queen Margaret's wedded hand

From the seventh Henry sent ambassadress

To our fourth James, to bring for bridal gift

Her father's love and England's to her lord

And with the kiss of marriage on his lips

To seal that peace which with her husband's life

Found end at Flodden from her brother's hand

That split the heart of Scotland.    So the queen,

If she wed Methuen, shall espouse a man

Whose father of the same queen's womb was born

That bore her father; and whose blood as hers

Is lineal from the seed of English kings

Through one same mother's sons, queen once of Scots

And.daughter born and sister, though unqueened,

Of those twain Henries that made peace and war

With Scotland and her lord ; and by this match

The Hamiltons being frustrate of their hope

Could yet not tax us with a meaner choice